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Correspondence Column
ThnnUtt for Dollar.

Pear Editor.. I am sending tn a dollar
for my nlatrr and me a* n contribution for
riaud llcl<Tl. I think, he l» dear. We havo
Intended to send tho money In before. hut
I have nevfr gotten round to It. Several
of the members of our club are school
friends of mr alstor and me and that
ma ken the club doubly Interesting. I ahull
certainly hate to no back to school aftor
thin lovely vacation. 1 don t seo how I
can bucklo down to work again. I hope
you hail a lovely vacation. We missed you.
Sincerely yours. IIBTII THOMAS.
I.lken Suggest Ion for Content anil I'ritew. |

I>e*rent Editor.. It harillv rn-'ms possible
to thlnlt that It U the first of September
does It? Krldav I heard a sound that I
thought was an automobile, and a friend
of mine looked up nnil what do you think
she n»w? An airplane When it wan com¬
ing back something became the matter with
the engine, and by mistake it landed In a
eornlielil iind was badly broken We wont J
over where It was and got some of the
linen that covers the wings. I never
thought I'd see an airplane In Hrunswlck
Countv. Kdltor. I saw your letter about
prizes In the paper. I should certainly love
to have thrift stamps In place of another
kind of prize. For I get all 1 can and now
have three war lavlnc stamps. I'm so
clad to have the chance to get more. Your |loving member.

EI.IZARETH l.EWIS.
p. «t..I think a war orphan contest

would be very (rood..E. L».
Tlittnk* for Dime.
Dear Editor..I would like very much to

loin the T.-D. C. Pleas" send me a
ba'I(re. I have been reading the page and
1 like it. 1 am sending In my dime to help
some poor little child. Editor, please send
this in print. 1 think my letter in getting
long, so 1 will have to close. J will send In
my box. With love.

JAMES PHILLIPS.
S»nd< Two Dimes.

Dear Editor..I have written to you once
before, but I suppose you didn't vet the
letter, so I am writing again and am Hend- |in* something for the page. 1 want to loin,
as I have lone read the page and enjoyedit. Inclosed you will find something for the
little orphan Please fend me a badge and
the rules. Your lovlmr new member.

.M A HEI, I.. OARKETT.
lliank* for Dime.

I'ear Editor.. I have become so Inter¬
ested in tlie pace of late that I have de-
Killed to 1oln. I wish vou would please send Jme a badge arid a iopy of the rules. In¬closed you will And a dime for the little
orphan boy. Well, as my letter is gettinglong I will close. Slneerely. your new
member. VIROINIA TRICE.
I.Ike* Suggestions for Contest Prl»e«.
ipear Editor.. I think a war orphan con¬
test would be Just grand. We all know
something about "our war orphan." If «"
don't know anything about any other. 1
am sure all of the members are willing to
"amice a book or pencil lw>x so that thev
might help their government. This will
help the boys and girls (who haven't ajchance to earn money) to fill up their
thriTt stamp book. I would lots rather
have thrift stamps than a book, because
after vou read a book It's all over with, but
when you have thrift stamps you knowth're |h still something coming to yrjn in
1 v:v Wasn't Jennings 1.. Hunt's drawing
good In Sundav's paper? liest wishes fvr
vou and the members. As ever.

MARIA UEAZI.EY.
I.Ikes Contest.
Pear Editor..I am so glad we are going

to have a war orphan content. 1 think It
would be nlrer to have thrift stamps than
boohs and peneil boxes for prlr.es I think(the other mernbern will think the samething How about it. members? Pidn't wehave a splendid page Sunday? I certainlyjdid enioy rending Alice Pearson's storyWell, at I don't know of anything else to
write I will dose for thia time, hoping to
see thla In print Sundav. Your old mem¬ber. EPNA I.EE ROCK.

>. I'. S.I lease send me my prize andbailee aa soon as you can..K. L. R.
Thanks for Dollar.

Pear Editor.. In Julv I sent 6 ft rent*
fslxtv Centsi for little Oaude Helot. |
promised to send U) rents (ten rents) everymonth, and that was for the rest of the
v-ar I didn't see my letter in tile paper.but I l;«-pt waiting and thought it wouldfinally b>- printed, because you said if we
didn't See our letters in the paper to wanand they would be printed later. Pleas-let me know If you got the letter at; 1
money. To-day I am sending I! (one dol¬lar) In s'amps for Claude I hope it will
get to you safely About a year ago I won
¦* prize and haven't yet received It I *>ip-
pose you have forgotten It. haven't you ?I reckon you think 1 am worrying you a
mighty heap lodu*. but I don't mean to
worry you. hut to find out about 'hem. so
Pl-ase excuse me. I enjoyed little f'laude's
mother's letter verv much. I have 17
(seventeen) war saving stamps and fc (eight I
.hrift stamp* I am going to get some
more thrift atampn to-day. I have a t.ew
pony buggy I am going to drive my p« ny
to aehool this winter. Isn't our page pa-
trlotlc? I enloy It ever so mueh. Sihool
starts 1ft h of September. I will be real
sorry. I have had a very pleasant vacation
I can run machine real well t.ow. I
love to run a car. With love, v >ur old
member. CHA RI.OTTE K ANDERSON.
P S.Inclosed find a drawing, which 1

hope will be printed..C. K. A.
With Pleasure.
Pear Editor.. I am sending you this flag

for your page, and I wish you would print
It for me. From

AI.LE.S' W. SMITH.
Petersburg.

Send* Drawing.
pear Editor.. I am sending a little draw-

Ing and hope It will be at the top of pace
Wish rou and all health ami happiness
Pon t put In the wajte-basket. Yours trulv,

i JAMES 1.UWRY.
Richmond. .jWnnl» Tnlrlotlr f«nlf«t.
Dear Editor..I wss real worry that mrl

drawing '.vajn't in print. but 1 shouldn't ex-
t-»<-t ft to be in there every Sunday. I
think It would he 1"si fine to have a ii.i-
triotic contest tion'l vou? I must closu
n"w. with murh lovi* to you and all the
member*. v«>ur old nitml»r.

RUTH n. I,ADD.
Men Your Drawlnrn.

Dear Billtor.. t am sending In a drawlnr.
which 1 hope to *<.« in print Sunday Kill-
. or 1 tust Joined your club, and I wish to
»«>< vou h question I do not understand,
Win' do the children » in prixes on? I do
not understand what there is to win one
otv Please tell me. no I may try and win
on* 1 am looking for rnv badge, V new
member. EDNA E. ALliE.V.
No Indeed!
Wear Editor.--T guess vou have forgotten

me The l-xat time [ sent something to the
narr was in .Varch. hut I have not forgottenIt. because I lool; at the page every <vftk.
I.it t le Claude Debit's mother's letter was
verv Interesting I'll sav good-hy now.With love to you and all the memlwrs.

HAZEL CONNKLL.
Newport News. V».

Praise* Member.
Dear Editor,.Haven't we been having;hot weather? I thoucht t would roast T

bet It' was hard on the soldiers. I am not
sending in a drawing or storv this time b«
cause I lust couldn't think of what ».» draw
or anythine to write about, so 1 »m cnincto su-gest for ngr contest, i thoucht that
a war saving s'smn contest would he nice
or n I.tbertv bond one. I certainly did en-lov "The Fighting Frenchman." by GreerWell* Didn't vou* Our school starts thel'th of this month and I will he in theseventh rrade. 1 am eleven now. but I willb~ twelve In November. I guess I have
"otten to th«- stonping. so will close. Withlove- to you and the members

BDIZARETH CRUTB.
Thinks Pare Improves.Dear Kditor..I haven't written to the'pace in some time, but I hope you don'tthink I've forgotten it. 1 think the paceimproves more and more every Sunday. Iam sending in a story, which I hope to seeIn print Sundav I will have to close forithis time. Your old member.

EMZADETJI MATTHEWS.Charlie Hope. Va.P. S -Please excuse black Ink.
Wants lo'Mnn Contest.Dear Bdltor.. Inclosed vou will And draw-inc. which 1 hope t.< see in Sunday's paperI think an Indian contest would he fine. Asmy letter is getting lone, ho will have to1close. Dove to all. A member

DOl'ISE WIDDIAMS.
Has Semn Rook.Dear Bditor. I am sending in a drawing.
, w.nu'*' 'Ike » erv much to see it In Sun-day's paper. I didn't think about Rondinsranything in last week Yes I did. too. butI couldn't think of anything murh. ThePage improves every Sunday. don't youthink so? I really don't know what kindor a contest I would like, but .lust any oldkind will suit me. Hope you had « nlcovacation. 1 sure did 1 didn't want tocome home when I did. I have n littlebook that I paste all the good drawings andnil the iriiod Ktories in. I tall It mv scraplook. I suppose that's what It Is. I mufctrinse now. hoping to see my dra wine Inprint Sunday. Dove to vou and all t.f themembers. EDITH 1. WARKEN.Roydton. Va.
P S..Please excuse lined pap'.-r. but Irouldn't find mv other better one..E. I. W.

We're Missed Yon.Dear Editor. Mv goodness. It has been a.lone time since I wrote, hasn't it? Seeingthe faithfulness of the. other members re¬called me to a sense of my own neglect of
our dear page. However. I expect to re-
sume my place as a contributor hereafter..Jennings D. Hunt's poem last Sunday was
one of the best vou have ever printed,Didn't it look good to sec a picture byCurtis Elder? I recognised It at once, be-
cause a lon-r time ago Curtis Blder triadshis wonderful work familiar to us hy send¬ing In n drawing nearly every week. Andwhere are the Ohadwlcks. Margaret Me-Clellan. Susie Varro, Dorothy Smith, Vir¬ginia Dessinghom, Marv l#ou Stainbach andAlary I^oulse Wilkinson? Where are Flor¬
ence Fore and Ethel Hovd and EdwardSimons? Rut as fast as we lose our oldmembers new ones come In. We havoabout two thousand members now, haven'twe? 1 thought Alice Pearson's story. "Dor-rlene." was fine. It was a splendid Idfa tohave Helen Simons to Illustrate It. Wecertainly have had some broiling weatherlately. This Is the .vear of extremes, Isn'tIt? For It has seen the coldest winter andthe hottest summer Richmond has ever had.Rut up hero In the piney-woody country,with a nice cool, shady "summer hole," wehave not been so warm as you city folks.The war looks pretty good for us. I be¬lieve If we Americana made an enormoussnlurge In Liberty loans and W. S. 8. itwould end rcry soon. I saw where one of
our members devised punishments for theKalaer. I don't ">lnk he could he punishedenough until he. was condemned to theevorlaatlnr punishment I hope thla letterwon't be aa Ionic »» It looks Ilk* It la goingto be In print, but for fear that It will Imoat aay good-by now. Dove to all.

VALERIE DE MILHAU.P. 8..Pleas* have an Indian contest, asseveral of the member* have suggested.I think tt would be splendid.

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF A WAIl
ORPHAN' CONTICSTf

My Dear o;irls anil Boys..I have only
had a few letters on the subject of
having a War Orphan Contest, and
also about giving Thrift Stamps as
prizes, instead of the usual books and
pencil boxes. Please let me know soon
what you think of these suggestions.
And don't forget that we can't print
pictures and stories done In pencil. 1
had to throw away some nice pictures
this week because they weren't made
In ink.
Now to answer some of the members'

nuestlons: Yes, Charlotte Anderson.!
we received the CO cents you sent for
the war orphans in July, as well as the
generous one of this week. It came
just before 1 left for my vacation, and
I left the letter to be published; so it
must have gotten lost some way In that
big desert, the printing room. We hud
such a nice letter from May Palmatary
this week, but It was written on both
sides of tho paper, so guess what be-
came of it? Also, the money that she
said she inclosed was not there. An¬
other member wants to know about our
war orphan. He Is a little French boy
that the club has adopted, and each
member sends what he or she feels
they can afford.a dime is a plenty.
but we are delighted with more. And
for another member: You win prizes
on any contribution that your editor
thinks worthy. It does not have to bethe best on the page, ror sometimesit is the eflort of the member th.it isrewarded. VuL'It KUlToK.

TilK WKKK'S I'lil/.K WINNRItS.
Helen Simons, of Dumbarton, Va.Isabella .Spottswood ltoudin, of Kcvs-ville, Va.
i'eggy Stuart. Please send address.

HOW I CAN IIEI.r 31Y COfNTIlY.
"How can I help niy country?" TheQuestion ran over and over in my mind.I sat in a bough In the peace ir«« try¬ing to think oi some way to help I'n-cle Sam. Soon slumber crept over me.In a few minutes a beautiful a reamfairy appeared before me.
She was a dream fairy and she told

me that I was a little French child,motherless and fatherless. 1 was outin the street, cold and hungry and
no where to go.
The bombs were bursting in the air

all around me. How 1 wished some
child in America would adopt me. Theycould at least knit tlungs Ij keep me
warm.
Rang? bangt Where was 1. was 1wounded? No, 7 was In the peach tree.

I jumped down and ran into the house.
"Mother." I said. "I know .how I

can help my country."
¦How?"
"1 can adopt a war orphan."
"How did you think of that?" said

mother.
"I didn't think of it, I heard the

dream fairy say .it," I said.
"Well, that is a good plan. Irene,"

answered mother.
Composed by K. RI'RY HARRIS.

French War Orphan

CLACnt! IIELOT,
of Parl», Franc*.

THE .MOl'.SK AM> THE FAIItlES.
Once there was a family of mice who

lived in a larj;o old house. They
:hi)Ufilu that it was a line place to
live, for rats and mice had been living
there for a long, long time, and there
.vere many nice holes. But after
twhile people put little trnps all over
the house. So many mice were caught
that there were very few left. One 1 it .
,1«* mouse put some bread and cheese
into a small purse which he stole from
the children's playhouse, an<l ran away.
When he got to a creelc he saw a bit?
ivliile goose on the water. He asked
the noose if he coil 1<1 show him where
o go to be safe. The goose swam tip
lo the bank anil told the mouse to get
311 hi* bark and he would take him
Lo the fairies.
ISAltBl.Ui SPOTTSWOOD DOIT.DIN.

to tiik it ion, white: a.vd iii.ve.

i.'
To trie Hod. White and Blun
will over be uue;

There i$ no Man. however grand,
Like our own Red. White and Biue.

11.
Hurrah for the flas! our country's (lag;
lis stripes and white stars too!
There is no flag in any land
Like our own Red, White and Blue.

By K A T11 ICR IXE KR VI .V.

"Uncle Sams Helpers."

Drawn by Helen Couttim Simon".

TIIK POTATOES A NO 1V1IRAT
WHICH IIKI.I'KD.

I^ast fall there lived in Farmer
ltrown's cellar a bushel of potatoes
and a bushel of wheat. The potatoes
and wheat started a conversation
which vyas thus: The potatoes said:
"I am going: to lie shipped to Chicagoio be used as a substitute." The proud
wheat said: "J am going to be ship¬ped to Europe to help win the war fayfeeding the brave soldiers and allies."
The potatoes then said: "Farmer
brown had us packed and ready for
shipment: then that old blizzard had
to come which has delayed us." "The
same with us." said the wheat grains.About this time the cellar door open¬ed and in walked Farmer Mrown. It
was the opening of spring, and the
fanner carried out the wheat and po¬tatoes. They were parted now for¬
ever. The potatoes were put on one
train and the wheat on another. The
potatoes soon reached Chicago, where
they were put on market. Mr. Hoover,the food administrator, urged the peo¬ple to eat these potatoes, as they were
perishable. Most of the people likedthis product, so the potatoes were soonall sold, and didn't any go to waste.
In the meantime the wheal had reach-ed France. Jt had been given to thesoldiers. The wheat strengthened the
soldiers enough so they coirtd beat theliuns. When the soldiers came backfrom "over there" they thanked Farm-
er llrown And all of the other farmerswho had done as great a deed as this.The people were, thanked for substi¬
tuting the potatoes which the farmershad raised: so our brave soldiers madethe world free from autocracy.Composed by

SADIK DilXNAVAN'T.
TIIK SEM'.X I.KTTTCRS.

(Part T.Introducing Elaine.)"Oh. it's just a letter from.from afriend." she said Jo her maid, wholooked curiously at her mistress's face
as she read a letter she had just re¬ceived. but her face showed that it
was something more than from afriend. She made some excuse to sendthe maid out of the room. As soon
as she was alone she held the letter
over the gas jet which Vloletla hadjust lighted and started to burn it.but she meditated several moments andthen came to the conclusion that thatwould not be the end of it. so she
put ii in her safe and immediately l»e-
pan to write to Don Hue), a detective.
in fact, the cleverest detective In that
part of France.

Klaino Mnrreo, a young girl, hadbeen in Paris for two weeks withher aunt. She had been left an uii-expected fortune, provided she should.live with her aunt and go to a schoolkept by Mile. Kiccardes. On her en¬
trance into the gay Paris society shehad met the main society lenders.Se-
nor Parsonetti. Mile. Ouren. l>on Ruel,the detective, and others who were of
minor importance.
Four weeks after her entrance intothis beau monde she went to school,and she had engaged a maid. Violetta,to attend to her. For the first fort-night her life was Just a whirl of

'school parties. dances, picnics and
balls, but soon a shadow began to
darken her happiness. This brings usback to the opening of the story.It was In September, the leavos thatdanced so merrily all summer turned
from bright green to a golden hue.
a color which only few artists can nut
on canvas. The wind stnd the dust
played together in the roads, andwhistled strongly through the trees
and showed tokens of a storm. Elaine
rode slowly on her lovely chestnut
horse, for although the distance was
short from the school to the post-office they were both fagged out on
account of the hot. dry atmosphere.The breeze which greeted her as she
turned out of the dusty road Into the
shady lane which led to the post-ofllce
was invigorating. She was met at
the door by n little boy who served
in the ofllce with a letter written In
a peculiar handivrltlng, not unlike that
of the one which she hart received in
the first part of the story.
She hurried bark to her room and

read It while her eves sparkled and
her face grew red. "Is it a billet donx
that makes mademoiselle blush?" ask¬
ed Violetta shyly. She did not answer,
but told her that she would not be
needed any more that evening. As
the door closed behind her. Blaine re¬
moved the other letter from its hidingplace and proceeded to compare them.

Violetta and Mile. Ttiecardes were
conversing in low tones one dav when
Klaine hurst into the room with her
face white to the lips. Thnv took her
out on a small veranda adjoining her
room, and she started to tell them in
a confused way: "I saw a.a.noth¬
ing." and then she fainted. 'f'nn-
tinued.) EVET/TN CUMMINS.

HOW MARTHA AVON' HER THIIIPT
STAMP.

Oni'p upon a time there was a~ little
srlrl whose name was Martha; she was
very. verv poor. She did not p»l
mnn'v often to buy candy, and she
hadn't bought any war savings or thrift
stamps.
One day her father pave her 25 rents

to buy anythirxr that she wnn'fil with.
This **4>rried l<ke a lar<re amount to
little Ma ¦¦.ha. She thought and thouerht.
hut could not think of what to bi<v
wi'h her money. She wanted some
candy very much, but she said that
she could not spend her nionev on
candy th«ft hard times. A fter think-
l».«r a while longer. she (o'd her father
that she was going to buy a th-'fi
stamp. 5*o she ran to the post-oWe*
and beius^ht her a thrift stamp. She
came back wHh tears of loy in her
eves to think tHat «>he h»d done some¬
thing to hein "T'npta Sam."

ELIZABETH MATTHEWS.

OL'R FLAG IS HT1I.£ WAVING.

Oh! God let our flag still wave,
Over the soldiers, the brave;
They are fighting for our country true,
They are fighting for tho Red, White

and Blue.

We're going to get thos® horrid Huns
With eanaons and with guns.
We are never going to let our old flagfall
Within the German wall.

Composed by J. E. TODD,

"Marse Jeems" Cary
Hands holding back the overgrown

shrubbery. bending forward on nagcr
tiptoes. Cnry Rutherford surveyed tho
tumbling' remains of an old Southern
home.
"Rather gone to seed. Isn't It

tmcle?" she smiled at the old negro
who hold hor horse.
The survivor of a race that Is no

more scratched his head reflectively,
"Dat's Mar.se Jeem's place." he said]proudly, "ain't 110 one live dar fuh

lifty years." j
"Fifty years, uncle!" repeated the

girl." Then It has a story? Tell me."
rthe settled herself on the ground be-!
fore him.
"Well Marse Jeems Cary were de son

uv ole Mars? .Icems Carv whut wuz do
son of Marse Jeems Carys back to
Noah. Deo wuz de line folks.de 'risto-
crats. lie «|uality din wuz tiner dan i

jail de Kings in de worl'. I»ose pahties jnle Marse useter give Marse Jeems
were de puniest in Fuhginny.
Whin Marse Jeems were Jes' so highwld his little gat b'ga already a dang-jling on his pony's back ole Mistl*

died. Young marster din wuz de apple
of ole marster's eye.as de preacher
sez. Nobody could git round marser
cussin of him. Not long after dat
cum the war and ole marster got kilt.
You heah tell uv dat? Marse Jeems
wuz jes seventeen but he fot two den.
1 >e ole marishun wuz burnt down whileI he gone. Marse Jeems had to live In
de overseer's house.

Well, he w<>nt up North and married
a Yankee. Folks down heah wuz
sprixed. Gawd, but we hated Yankees,
But howsoever he worship de very
ground she walk on. She were de
i>urtiest of all de ladies wld her soft
brown hyeli, an' gret dark eyes, lie
built her a new house too.
"When little Marse Jeems wuz born

he died, and young mistis died too.
Marse Jeems he 'bout died heself.

Well when de brought out de rof-
fin.de wuz buried in de same ooltln.
he lock de doah nn' sizsiz he. "No one
shall ubr sit foot in clis house." And
heah dis neggar, dee ain't."
"And that is the house, uncle?"

asked Cary softly, looking with re-
newing interest at the tumble.
"Yas'm. ICvythings jes' like it wuz

den. Wanter see it?"
"Marse Jeems is at de ole Soldiers

Home nyah."
Where a blind had been torn awayj he stepped back for Ihe girl to see.
By a great magogony tester bed

stood a quaint baby carriage. The
hand-made rugs, the Bible on the
desk, the queer old working table.
everything told of the happy bride.
Kveii her dresses, flowered silks and
other old hoop skirt style ones hungin the wardrobe. Through the door
could be seen the table set for two.
Tears stood in the girl's eyes as she

turned from the sad sight and followed
the old man to the graveyard..The old family tombstones dated
back to the Revolutionary.Slowly she lnoked at their queermarkings and then found the one she
hail come to see.
The marking was simple.Jacque-line Cary. Born 1ST>0. Died 1S71.

"Pure as untrodden snowdrifts." A
small slabbed foot one bore tho baby's
name.
The next day Cary read In the paperthat Captain James Cary had died.

The long editorial did not tell of the
great sorrow of his life, but to Carythat was immortal.

I'OCA 1IONTAS WIOIIT.

M AUfiKHY'S AMIUTION.
Tn her country linnie town Margery

was greatly treasured by the girls of
her age, and at school she was a
favorite. She could not he called
pretty, hut she was very nice looking,attractive and especially witty.Margery possessed a remarkable
literary talent and she was perfectlyhappy, if writing, which she did to a
great extent, hiding her half-finished
manuscripts, some to be thrown In the
lire, others to be completed and read
while in her hadwriting only by herbosom girl friends. She was very fond
of reading, chiefly magazines, of which
in her ambitions she would soon bo
sending her manuscripts to.
One day Margery wrote an unusuallygood story for a girl of twelve. "Thiswill he a fine short story for a maga-fine." she declared aloud to herself,"Why this story is much better than

one 1 read last week." And some dayslater she mailed the treasured manii-
script to a mag/izine. Her heart fairlyoverilowed with pride and her hopeswere high as she pictured herself sometime later opening an envelope and acheck fluttering out for her tlrst ac¬cepted manuscript.
Each evening on coming home fromschool she looked for the envelopecontaining what I have Just described..Nearly a month passed, and finallv the

envelope? came, but on opening it the
returned manuscript fluttered out*I oor Margery, her hopes sank, her am-"''ion was crushed, but did Margervcry. No, she had faced dlsappointnientbefore, though never one like this.fc>he .siit erect. "My motto shall be 'if
you don't succeed, try. try again!'"she declared. "Perhaps. the finestauthor <,i authorist has had her first
manuscript turned down, ami I'm Justtwelve. With thene words her am-bitions rose again, her road to nuthor-Khip became bright as before, she be¬
gan to write more and as she finishedeach manuscript she would saw ..I'lllive up to my motto."
As Margery grew older she had toface disappointment again, hut beingdetermined to reach the height of her

:Vi,V Vi 7 .
,iv'n* "l» to her motto,

success
her she craved.

Perhaps, many of us have ambitionsand If we adopt a worthy motto anddon't give up we. too. like Margerywill win success.
Composed by PHILIS G. GARY.

tiir cornT.siiip or loud ivoh.
Lord Ivor would awooing go.And wooed his lady fair-
"l,?.3.1, her by tho brook each davWhile she combcd her auburn hair.
She loved I.ord Ivor dearly;Queen Klsie was her name.
lie loved her too sincerely,
And all was his claim.

One day. tho sad it is to state,When the sun was shining bright,A prince rode hy at a llying gaitAnd look her away in his flight.
I>ord Ivor to the rescue came.
And with his lightning steed

Rode quick to where the prince had
slopped.

Hut paid of him no heed.

But took the maid from struggling
arms.

And quickly rode away;
Vhe prince no more did "them pursue
And soon came their wedding day.

.PU1SC1LLA YATIuS.

SOUK WAYS I\' WHICH FOOD IS
WASTHI).

(1). In stale br<wrd.
(2). In kitchen garbage.
«:t). In table crumbs.
M>. In meat and chicken bones.
(.".). In bread crunks.
Oil. In fats of eat.
(7). in frying meats and not Bav-

Ing the fat.
(S>. In feeding too much protein.
(S). In Improper cooking.
(10). Jn eating .he wrong kinds of

food.
(11). In eating .noro than we really

need.
(12). Especially In keeping too many

domestic pets.
Ul'BY HARRIS.

CI1 It IST.M A S KVK.

It was Christmas Kvo. Clara, Tom
and Jack thought that they would go
out and buy some toys. When they
got to the toyshop they saw three
poorly-dressed little children. They
had no purses, and they were looking
sadly at the toys. Clara, the biggest
girl, said: "Let's buy a toy for each
of those children." So they took the
other children Into the shop and boimht
a big doll for the big girl and a boat
for the boy, and a cart and horse for
the baby. Then all six children were
happy, but I think that the little girls
were the happiest.

ISABELLA BOULDIN.

Ormvn liy Dorolh y F. Manton.
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